I4               OUT OF MY COFFIN
into the coffin, so that when I was taken out my eyes
were already covered from the light by the black
bandage, held there by the English nurse's very
capable hands.
And so I began life for the second time.
After this they took me to Rome. But this was a
very different journey, full of plans for my full
recovery and future.
Little by little I grew stronger, and one special
morning, several months later, a doctor took off the
bandage, and for the first time since my birth I looked
round with wondering straight brown eyes at my
family now anxiously assembled in the drawing-room
for that occasion.
My father laughed and lifted me from my mother's
lap. He held me high and stared at me, while the
light poured in through the tall balconied windows*
From that moment, I think, my father saw in me his
own spirit, which, in his mind, was to equal his in a
gay world now almost gone. He was mistaken.
These worlds are so torn apart, that no will of my
father's can bridge them.
When he married, he had left the Palazzo Vital-
leschi, and we now inhabited the second story of the
Palazzo Massimo. The windows of one side of the
palace looked out upon the statue of Marcus Aurelius,
which is on the Capitol. I think my father must
often have glanced, as I did later, at the statue and
pondered with sadness on the quick downfall of
glory of another famous life, which a previous,
superb monument had perhaps commemorated there*
It is said that the effigy of our ancestor, Cardinal
Giovanni Vitelleschi, in solid gold and seated on a
marble horse, had stood there. An inscription read :